AVRENG-ZEBE

[ACT

in,

Mel Madam, the strange reverse of fate you see:
I pitied you, now you may pity me.         [Exit after him,

Ind. Poor princess! thy hard fate I could bemoan,
Had I not nearer sorrows of my own.
Beauty is seldom fortunate, when great:
A vast estate, but overcharged with debt
Like those, whom want to baseness does betray,
I'm forced to flatter him I cannot pay.

0  would he be content to seize the throne!

1  beg the life of Aureng-Zebe alone,

Whom Heaven would bless, from pomp it will remove,
And make their wealth in privacy and love,

